FRANCIS    BURROWS

Hark to the lanterned gondolas !

The stream is incense-calmed ;
We smoke, we draw the gods with praise,

They walk amongst us charmed.
Cries : " Never are the desert-sands disarmed"

Our building toil is done, is done,

All strifes and quarrels cease ;
And slaves and masters are at one,

And enemies at peace.

Cries: " Yet ike sands are stirred and wars
increase"

Riches and joy and thankfulness

By our rich river are ;
To see our noble work and bless

Shall travellers come afar.
Cries ; " Yes, a few, but many more for war."

LIFE
WHEN I consider this, that bare
Water and earth and common air
Combine together to compose
A being who breathes and stands and goes.
With eyes to see the sun, with brain
To contemplate his origin,
I marvel not at death and pain
But rather how he should have been.
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